>The buzzing of the intercom on Lincoln’s desk roused him from an uncomfortable nap in his office.
>The young man sat up in his chair with a start, his head swiveling around until he zeroed in on the source of the noise.
>Lincoln lazily pawed at the button to respond to whomever was waiting for him on the other side, and cleared his throat before speaking up.
>”Yello…” Lincoln was too tired and slow to get out a clever greeting before his impending guest started on the other side. “Linc, it’s me, open up. I’m gonna need that cheque and then we’re done for the day.” Lori directed her little brother through the intercom, and he complied.
>A press of another button unlocked the door, and Lincoln was quick to move about the office and get Lori what she wanted.

>When Lori walked into the business offices of ‘Living Loud talent agency’, Lincoln was waiting by the door with his bag packed for the end of the day, and a cheque in his hand with the money value left blank.
>Lori snatched the piece of paper from her little brother’s hand, and produced a pen from her trendy purse to fill in the amount she needed.
>”So uhh…how did it go?” Lincoln asked, slowly and hoping not to set his business partner off.
>”They wanted to push aggravated assault, but Lola showed off some bruises and it wound up getting declared an even fight. Twenty grand and Lola can’t compete in north American circuits for another year,” Lori recapped the day's legal battle for Lincoln, whose eyes were bugging out at the news.
>"A year?! We're going to lose at least a hundred grand if Lola has to sit out a years worth of pageants!" Lincoln cried angrily, his analytic mind finding issue more with the loss of revenue than the fact that Lola had been barred from her passion.
>Lori didn't like it when he got like this...but he had to be, for the sake of the agency.
>"We might as well use this as a chance to try pushing into international contests. Money might not be as good, but a new level of competition might be good for Lola's ego." Lori put a hand on her brother's shoulder as she tried to reassure him, and the young man nodded in agreement.
>"Yeah, plus that means we can ship her off halfway around the world and make her someone else's problem for a while..." Lincoln muttered with a grin that Lori mirrored before reminding Lincoln of something he would rather forget.
>"You're our traveling manager, buddy. If Lola goes anywhere, you go too." Those words made the younger brother groan in frustration. Even into his adulthood, Lincoln's sisters found ways to weigh on his shoulders.

>Lincoln let loose a little frustration through his hand as he signed off the cheque for twenty grand to get his baby sister out of yet another jam. He handed it to Lori, who tucked it safely into her purse.
>”It’s too late to do anything with this tonight…wanna go grab drinks?” Lori asked aloud. Lincoln was stopped in his tracks as he was making his way out the door. “Uhh…sure, where do you-“ As soon as Lincoln gave the okay, Lori was blasting past him. 
>Her hand gripped around his wrist and dragged her brother along as the two siblings went into the elevator. “This new place opened a couple blocks away. Italian-mexican!” 
>”Oh, like…Jean...whatever, back home! Cool!” Lincoln perked up at the idea. Nostalgia was a quick way into his heart, and before long the two Louds had walked into the fresh fusion establishment.
>Lincoln and Lori found a small booth, and before the energetic waitress could even hand them menus, Lori snapped out an order.
>”You guys must have sangria, right? We’ll take two pitchers.” Lincoln was put off by how quickly they seemed to be jumping into the booze, but the waitress was all smiles and nods as she strode off to get them their fruity refreshments. 

>”Are you…feeling okay?” Lincoln asked with a low tone. Lori shrugged at the question and brought the menu up to her face as a way to block her little brothers judgmental gaze.
>The young man was more experienced than ever with how to deal with Lori when she got like this, so he resigned himself to getting a look at the menu himself.
>”What the hell is a lasagna nacho…?” Lincoln muttered, and Lori responded with a chuckle. “Forget that, look at the Burrizone.”
>”Is that how you pronounce it?” Lincoln was feeling more and more confused the more of this  menu he read. Tomatoes and beef seemed to be the primary connector between the two styles of food…but beyond that, it sounded like a disaster.
>Lincoln was unsure of what to do, but the spotlight fell on him as the waitress returned with two fat glass pitchers of red liquid with ice and fruit slices bobbing about.
>”Are you ready to order?” She asked, as Lori accepted both pitchers and set them down close to her.
>”Uhm, I guess we’ll split a plate of the nacho lasagna?” Lincoln asked, glancing down at his sister as she seemed to lay claim to all the liquor on the table. “And a…rum and coke, for me.”
>”Lasagna nachos and a rum and coke, okay!” A flourish of her pen on the notepad worked as the starting gun as the waitress shot off to bring them more horrible things to put in their bodies.
>”Why would you order two pitchers at once? All the ice is going to melt in the second one by the time you’re done the first.” Lincoln chastised Lori for her poor decision making, and the older sister took it as a challenge.
>Lori stood up from the booth, and boldly made her way to the bar. In a pathetic display of power, she snatched two extravagant straws from a big jar, and brought them back to the booth. Lincoln watched with a small frown as Lori placed a straw in both pitchers, and started to slurp from both of them at once.
>”What now, smart guy?”

>Lincoln rolled his eyes, but a sudden flash made the young man speak up in an effort to stop Lori from chugging down her drink.
>”Hey, before you get too drunk to talk to…” Lori’s lips detached from the translucent straws in her mouth, and the big sister gave her brother her full attention.
>”So I got a call from a festival organizer somewhere in Japan, it’s not a big spot but they somehow knew about Luna and offered her some time.” Lincoln explained, as he drummed his fingers and let his eyes drop to the table.
>”I haven’t told her yet, though…something in my gut tells me this is a bad move. What do yo-“ Lincoln’s question screeched to a halt as Lori put a slender finger to his lips.
>”Your gut is right. Call them back in a day or so, say we can’t make it whenever they’re doing it but would love to try again next year.” Lori outlined her instructions clearly, and pushed her drinks aside to help the two agents focus on one another.
>”Do you remember how long it’ll be before her next album is gold?” Lori asked, prompting Lincoln to pull out his phone and check his vast sum of small notes he wrote to himself on it. “It’ll be done in two months, last time I checked.”
>Lori nodded, and bit her lower lip for a moment to think before she started up again. “Okay, we’ll try to get it sold in Japan, and see how the sales go. If we get any bites at all, we’ll ask about doing the festival next year.”
>Lincoln was still fidgeting in his seat. Lori knew her little brothers body language enough to know he wasn’t quite onboard with this. “Whassa matter?”
>”Well…I’m just not sure about exposing Luna to…that crowd.” Lincoln spoke in a hushed voice, as if he perceived some threat looming over his shoulder. Lori could only raise an eyebrow and gesture for her business partner to elaborate on his fears.
>”Luna doesn’t do well with…demanding audiences.” Lori nodded at her brother’s words, recalling the many times their rockstar client had listened to the wrong voice in the crowd and done something horribly regrettable. “I’m worried about having those scary otaku guys come after her. There are stories about stalkers and creepy fans all over the place there and I’m not sure if Luna is ready to handle stuff like that.”
>Lori couldn’t help herself but giggle at Lincoln’s fears for his sister. “Oh come on! She’s not going to be walking the streets with these guys. Besides, if not enough people buy the albums we won’t even do the thing.” Lori dragged a pitcher of sangria back up to her and took a long sip of the fruity drink. 
>”I’m serious, Lori! Some idol girl got stabbed by a fan because it was revealed she had a boyfriend!” Lincoln raised his voice at this. He had a bad habit of trawling the internet for news and coming back with very skewed perspectives on things.
>Lori shot a dirty look at Lincoln, and mumbled something quiet enough for him to hear, but nobody else. “Well, that’s no problem for any of us, then…”
>Lincoln rolled his eyes and was about to hit the table, when the waitress zoomed by to drop off his fizzy drink and the plate of hot & gooey food.
>”Did she break up with this new guy already?” Lincoln asked as he took a sip of his rum and coke. 
>“Naw, he broke up with her. Moved away, too.” Lori explained as she stole a brittle chip of lasagna noodle layered in cheese and sauces.
>Lincoln sighed at the news of this. Luna had been so happy to find a guy who seemed to be as into music as she was. But she was a rockstar to the core, and he had been into some weird foreign electronica. Lincoln could easily imagine his big sister annoying a man by pushing music he didn't like onto them.
>”You know, Lucy once tried to sell me on the idea that we’re all cursed.” Lincoln chuckled through his food. It wasn’t really something to laugh about, however. Ever since the majority of the Loud siblings moved out to California, their love lives had all been put on hold with no success at restarting.
>”Hey by the way, I’ll give you three guesses why Lola attacked that girl in the first place.” Lori continued to gossip between long slurps of her sangria and messy mouthfuls of nachos.
>”Noooo! What did he do?” Lincoln asked, automatically assuming Lola’s boyfriend was somehow involved.
>”Oh, she caught him coming out of the wrong dressing room.” Lori smirked before wiping her lips clean of tomato sauce. “What’s this about a curse?”

>Lincoln swallowed his food before speaking up again, “Lucy thinks were all cursed, for some reason. Doesn’t seem like any of us can keep someone longer than a few months.”
>”Hey, she should try keeping a man who can accept a schedule like mine. Fucking bitch locks herself up in a cabin in Washington half the year and still finds reasons to whine?” Lori spat, making her brother jump back a bit in surprise.
>”That’s a little harsh, Lori.” He tried to defend his little sister, but sympathized more with Lori than he let on. Lincoln thought he was pretty good about keeping his romances a secret from his siblings, but they always fell apart for the same reason…he would put work before love one too many times, every time.
>”Well, it’s true. Where am I supposed to find a guy I can trust on his own when I’m busy with so much work?” Lori mumbled, her eyes darting from her rapidly emptying sangria pitchers to the waitress who was coming by to check up on them again.
>”Excuse me, miss. I’m sorry if this is rude but…You’re Lorelei Loud, right?” Both siblings rolled their eyes. Lori had been approached by so many young people in the service industry looking for a way into the lime light, it had become exhausting.
>”Yeah, where did you recognize me from?” Lori asked, sitting up in an attempt to look respectable, even if she was never going to see this girl again.
>”Someone got a picture of you backstage at a comedy club when LuLu was doing a set. I just wanted to ahh…hang on…” The waitress fumbled with the pockets of her long skirt, before producing a cheap business card and setting it on the table. “If you ever need another standup comedian, give me a call!”
>Lori accepted the card with a smile, and tucked it in her purse. The businesswoman gave a quiet nod to the girl, before picking up her pitcher and holding it up to the waitress. “Can I get another…?”
>”Oh! Sure!” The waitress yapped, taking the glass jug and heading back to the bar. “I hope you and your boyfriend are having a good night!”
>Lincoln blushed furiously as the waitress left the booth, leaving the boy and his big sister to acknowledge the mistake she made.
>Lori watched as her little brother shook nervously in his seat, his confusion and embarrassment send a warm ripple through her body. The older woman felt a little playful, and kicked at Lincoln’s legs under the table to get his attention.
>He snapped out of it just as the waitress returned with another pitcher of red drink. Lori spoke up while the girl was here.
>”My boyfriend was wondering if we could get dessert menus?” Lori asked, a wicked grin curling the corners of her lips. “Oh, and a couple shots of tequila.”

>Lincoln and Lori stumbled out of the restaurant. The man was caught in the grasp of a drunken haze, but Lori would fall flat on her face is he wasn’t propping her up.
>With his one free hand, Lincoln pulled his phone out and tapped a few buttons. Los Angeles was a modern enough city that the young man had never needed his own car. By simply subscribing for a few hundred dollars a month, he had access to self-driving cabs on demand.
>Unfortunately, he still had to input addresses for specific houses. Try as he might, Lincoln could not remember his big sisters home address.
>Meanwhile, a series of brightly coloured buttons flashed near the input line, offering quick trips to local eateries, malls…and hotels.
>Lincoln rolled his eyes, begrudging himself for his own idiocy. With a few taps of his thumb a car was dispatched to pick him and Lori up, with a nearby hotel as their destination. A few more swipes and a tap of his credit card on the screen set him up with a room for the night.
>Lori, meanwhile, was clutching onto his other arm like a rope that was keeping her from falling to her death. Her arms were snaked around his and her body rubbed up alongside his every time he moved.
>When the futuristic bubble-car came to a stop in front of the restaurant, Lincoln tapped his phone to the passenger door to confirm it was him trying to get in, and the car opened up for the two passengers.
>Lincoln shoved Lori into her seat first, and fumbled with the seatbelt to make sure she was safe before he got in next to her.
>Another button tap confirmed the passengers were buckled up and ready to go. With robotic precision the car pulled away from the curb and started off for it’s destination.

>Not even a minute into the ride, Lori was leaning over in the back seat and pawing at her brother.
>He had thought her amorous jabs and showing off in front of the waitress had been a big joke, but they were alone in the car now. Yet still, Lori was leaning over and trying to wrap her arms around Lincoln’s shoulders and give him wine-scented kisses on the cheek.
>Lincoln scooted away from his clingy sister, but shot back in a panic as he heard Lori pop open her seatbelt to get closer to him.
>”Lori! What if we crash?!” Lincoln shouted in fear for his sisters life, as she lunged across the seats at him and wrapped her arms around his chest.
>”Better hold me taut then, buster…” Lori mumbled into his jacket, as Lincoln reciprocated the hug. The two siblings clutched one another as the car puttered along the streets of Los Angeles, bright lights beamed through the closed windows, punctuating the dark around them.
>In the brief moments of brightness, Lincoln could make out his sisters face, and the view broke his heart.
>She didn’t wear a lot of makeup, but it was clear something was running down her cheeks from her eyes.
>Lincoln’s emotions roiled inside his chest at this sight. If his big sister had been crying, what kind of brother was he for not noticing?
>What kind of sister was Lori, whose hands seemed to be drifting places they really shouldn’t be?
>Lincoln had to gently slap her hands away more than once, as they snaked around his neck or down between the seat cushion and the fabric of his pants, her fingers making brief contact with his firm behind.
>After repeated rebuffs, they seemed to settle for making lazy circles along his back. Lincoln wanted to object to this, but the sensation was so soothing that it outweighed the discomfort of the situation.
>Finally, the automated car brought them to the hotel, and beeped at its occupants to disembark.
>Lincoln got out first, before pulling Lori into the night air and letting her lean on him as they hobbled to the front door of the hotel.
>Lori was a hiccuping mess on her brothers arm as the siblings made their way into the hotel lobby. Only one other person saw their entrance, and the young desk clerk only gave them a cockeyed glance before returning to his textbook.
>Lincoln set his sister on one of the pieces of furniture haphazardly populating the room, before moving to the automated key system.
>A tap of his phone and confirmation of a text code earned him a single passcard, which the young man stuffed in his pocket before picking Lori up and hauling her dead weight for the elevator.

>The fogginess of tequila was lifting slowly from Lincoln's eyes, but he cursed his idiocy as the door to the hotel room opened and the boy realized a fatal flaw in the nights plan: The hotel room had a single bed large enough for two people, not two separate beds.
>Lori chuckled at the sight, and put a playful elbow into her carrier's ribs. "Oh, what a happy accident..."
>Lincoln grunted from the pain in his side, and it grew into a groan in response to his sisters words. Lori squealed as her brother bodily heaved her onto the bed. The older woman belied her age and started to roll around in the bedding merrily, as Lincoln made a beeline for the balcony for a chance to clear his head and blacken his lungs.
>The clatter of the glass-paned door put a much needed barrier between Lincoln and Lori. The young man reached into his pockets and produced his relief. A cheap lighter ignited the tip of Lincoln's thin cigar, and he took the first puff like a kiss of life.
>Thick smoke curled into the air before a stray wind snatched it away. Lincoln stared from the balcony out into the pinpoint lights of the city around him. Moving to Los Angeles had been a harrowing transition for Lincoln and his sisters, but it was finally getting through his head that he had not been the only one to sacrifice the romantic aspects of life for the sake of his siblings and their careers.
>Try as he might, Lincoln could not remember the last time Lori had ever mentioned being with another guy. Bobby was a thing of the far-past, but Lincoln had always assumed Lori was happy as she was. Or at least, as happy as Lori ever was. 
>Lincoln flicked the last quarter of his cigar into a free-fall towards the street, and looked over his shoulder to see a Lori-shaped bundle of blankets dominating half of the bed.
>He didn't mind sleeping without blankets, thankfully. California was warm enough that he could get away with it once in a while.
>As quietly as he could, Lincoln opened the glass door and re-entered the hotel room. The younger brother gingerly shut the door behind him, and began to disrobe down to his briefs and undershirt.

>Soft prodding on his part made sure Lori was as far away from his as possible, before Lincoln eased himself onto the mattress.
>Lori's head was obscured by layers of bedsheets, so he could not tell which direction she was facing...But Lincoln decided to play it safe, and turned his back to her as he tried to get comfortable.
>The haze of alcohol was slowly being swept aside and replaced by the comforting embrace of sleep...but as Lincoln's guard was dropping, sudden rustling behind him shot the young man awake.
>Bedsheets were thrown over his head and body, blinding Lincoln as an intense source of heat pressed itself against his back.
>Lori's arms made their away around his torso, constricting him as her legs twisted between his own.
>Lincoln thrashed against his captor as her warm breasts squished between his shoulder blades. Her soft skin and thin fingers made too much contact against his bare skin, and the brother could feel his body temperature rising to match his sister's as Lori's nipples tickled his back.
>The second Lori's hand slipped into his underwear and brushed up against his flaccid member, electricity sparked through the mans body until his big sister's lips came close enough to his ear that her hot breath washed across the sensitive skin.
>Four words were all she needed to get his wordless consent, as Lincoln started to shake his hips into her waiting hand.
>"Nobody has to know."

>Lori's hand played along her brothers body with impunity, now that Lincoln was too far gone to attempt escape.
>With one hand running along his hardening shaft, the other ran it's fingers through the field of silvery chest hair between Lincoln's pectorals.
>Lori tightened her grip on the chest hair until a good amount of them were clutched between her fingers, as she tugged playfully on them, Lincoln howled in pain.
>Lori froze up at this, giving Lincoln the chance to shove her arms away. He spun around in the bed to face his new lover, and pushed her down onto her back before clambering on top to look her in the eye.
>This outburst of dominance was surprising to Lori, but the growing heat between her legs was proof that she did not dislike it. Lincoln's upper body crashed down into hers, as he wrapped his arms around her head while his lips locked onto her neck to bestow rough kisses upon it.
>These sensations were going to push Lori over the edge before she even saw his dick, and the woman knew this wasn't going to be acceptable.
>Lori put her arms to work again, and ran them along Lincoln's body until she felt the fabric of his underwear. His mouth had begun to wander, gently biting her collarbone as Lori's thumbs hooked into the waistband of his underpants and shimmied them down his legs.
>His raging hardon slapped up against his stomach, the one eye staring menacingly up at Lori. Even at this angle, the woman knew his tool had grown considerably since the decades past when she had seen it in the innocence of bathtime.
>Lori's eyes shifted up as something moved in front of her, Lincoln's face shot up and dominated her vision with a red-faced lust. His lips engulfed her own, and Lori screamed into his mouth as his hips rocked forward, missing once before hitting home and penetrating her.

>Tears rolled down her cheeks as Lincoln bit at her lower lip. Her legs shook haphazardly as his cock pushed deeper and deeper into her. She was given no respite even when his teeth slackened from her abused lip. The poor girl almost choked on her breath as his tongue shot forward and ran along her own, his tastebuds scratching wonderfully against the smoother underside.
>Lincoln was overwhelmed with a few simple, but passionate, desires.
>His hips knew to keep the rhythm and not stop for anything.
>Women had no problem finding things to take issue with in Lincoln's personality and attitude towards work.
>But never once in his life had he been called "shitty in bed".
>Lori sure seemed to be enjoying herself, as his treatment of her mouth sent her eyes rolling back into her head.
>A mounting pressure built in his crotch, and the young man could see in the watery eyes of his lover that she was close as well.
>No amount of liquor could supercede certain lessons, and Lincoln knew better than to dump a load into his own flesh & blood.
>Lori felt Lincoln pull back farther than he usually did, and she felt a sudden emptiness. She was so close! What was he thinking?!
>A single action completely swapped the dynamic between the two siblings.
>Lincoln's eyes went wide as he felt a pressure on his lower back, and fear gripped his chest as Lori's legs roughly shoved him back inside of her.
>Squirming and struggling only made the inevitable come sooner. Lincoln's eyes rolled in their sockets as he tried desperately to stop himself from cumming inside his oldest sister, but the only thing he saw were her eyes staring up at him with a predatory gleam.

>When he finally erupted, Lincoln's back arched backwards. Free from his sister's lips, his moans echoed out into the dark bedroom as his hips subconsciously thrust forward in sync with his spurts.
>Lori loved every second of it. One hand clutched tightly at her breast to squeeze out whatever stimulus she could get, while her other hand stayed on the small of Lincoln's back to keep him from getting too far away.
>As the sensation subsided, Lincoln collapsed in a pile of shame on top of his sister. Exhaustion took over his mind, and sleep blessed him with peace from his anxiety over what he had just done.
>Lori smiled warmly at the boy in her arms, wiggling her hips to get his member out of her before clutching him tightly to her breast like a stuffed animal to help her drift off to sleep.

------------------------------------------------------

>The sound of rushing water splashing against solid surfaces pulled Lincoln from his sleep into an unfamiliar room.
>He lifted his head from the white pillows, and needed a minute to scan the area around him before memories flooded back into him.
>>Everything before the trip to the bar was fuzzy, but starting at the tequila his sins were laid bare before him.
>Lincoln sat up in the bed, and curled up into a ball as he tried to come to terms with himself.
>With a sigh, his eyes wandered as his brain churned. He spotted a curious flashing in the pocket of his pants, which had somehow become buried underneath his sisters unmentionables.
>Gingerly, and with a level of tact no longer needed, Lincoln moved his sister panties away from his jeans, before pulling his phone out of his pocket to address whatever was causing the alert light to flash.

>Lori was washing sweat and sex and good old hotel filth off of her body, when a scream from the next room alerted her to Lincoln's presence in the waking world.
>"LENI! I forgot to get Leni groceries! Goddamnit-" Lincoln shouted aloud before stumbling out of the bed to put his clothes on. Lori could hear her brother thumping around in his endeavor to face the new day with an enthusiasm that did not seem to sync up with what happened last night.
>Lori had been pumping herself up to face this ever since she had woken up. But as she turned the water off and her body was left chilling in the air, she found herself needing to take a few more deep breaths before she could find the strength to leave the bathroom.
>The bathroom door flew open. Lori stood in the doorway and looked down at Lincoln, who almost had his pants on and was groping for his shirt at the same time as he rolled around on the filthy hotel floor.
>Lincoln's attention was entirely on Lori as she walked into the room. She was stark naked and strode forward with an air of pride he had never seen in her.
>She came to a halt standing over her brother, as Lincoln's eyes latched onto the reddened flesh between her legs. The older sister smirked inwardly as a bulge grew in his underwear, but her face was all seriousness.
>"What's the problem, now?" Lori asked, crossing her arms in an effort to further accentuate her breasts. 
>"..." Lincoln's mouth gaped open and closed, but no words came out.
>"Something about Leni?" Lori attempted to restart her brother's brain. As much as she disliked him when he was callous or put money before happiness, this was much more annoying to deal with.
>"Groceries!" He finally sputtered out, as his eyes pulled away from the red flower he was so enamored with.
>"I need to go get Leni groceries, a-and you have to drop off that cheque for Lola's thing!" Lincoln returned to dressing himself, as Lori remembered she actually had to get things done today and would have to postpone a day-long orgy with her new boytoy.

>"Okay, but before you pull a runner we have to talk." Lori backed away from Lincoln, and bent over to collect her clothes.
>Lincoln wasn't surprised that the two siblings had to talk about what had happened last night, but the first words out of Lori's mouth were the last thing he would ever expect her to say.
>"We need to establish some ground rules, mister." The snap of her panties elastic band punctuated her first declaration. Lincoln gaped up at her with half a sock on his foot.
>"Why would we need to establish ground rules?" He could barely manage a whisper as Lori went on.
>"Rule number one: You're wearing condoms. No buts and no exceptions." Lori turned her back to her brother as she fumbled with her bra.
>"Rule two, under no circumstances is anyone going to find out about this. Got it?"
>"Why would I need to wear condoms?" Lincoln mumbled. The way Lori talked made it sound like this was the first of many trysts between them. Lincoln shook his head in confusion at the idea of doing this again. One night of shameful passion he could deal with, but...
>"Finally, rule three." Lori waited for Lincoln to stand up again before resuming her lecture. He was fully dressed now, and just searching for his jacket. Lori cleared her throat to bring her little brother's attention to her.
>"Rule three is... NO. FUCKING. HICKIES!" Lori's tone changed ever so slightly, to go from authoratative to bitchy. With one hand she gripped Lincoln by the collar to pull him closer, while the other pulled her hair away to reveal a series of red pockmarks along her neck.
>His face went crimson at seeing a truly physical reminder of his desires last night. Apologies flowed out of his mouth as Lori stood there, fuming. Eventually she decided enough was enough, and put a finger to his lips.
>"I'll make this go away, but you have to be careful in the future. California is literally the worst place to keep a secret, especially since we're in the entertainment business." Lori reassured her brother in a more calming voice, and the effect on his was visible immediately.
>He took a step back to catch his breath, and soon returned to getting his clothes and bag together.
>"You call your ride first, I'll wait a half hour then go..." Lori flopped back onto the bed and searched for the remote to the TV.
>"Leni probably needs you more than these shits needs this cheque...and if they wanna screw me, they can wait in line." Lori sneered, shooting a wink at her business partner.
>Lincoln's hands wrung the strap of his bag, as he laughed awkwardly at the joke.
>Soon, he was back out onto the street and in the backseat of a new car. His first stop was a small but friendly health food store. After picking up a few things he knew Leni was into, he continued onto Leni's apartment. This was a much longer car ride, and he spent most of the time with his head in his hands, trying to come to terms with himself.

>Leni lived in one of the quieter parts of Los Angeles.
>As a matter of fact, she lived farther away from the office than any other sister (barring Lucy when she was sequestered away for her writing.)
>Aside from Lola’s infrequent pop-ins for consultation on fashion, Lincoln was the only family member to make regular visits to the second-oldest Loud.
>Once he had sent the automated car on it’s way, Lincoln trundled towards the front door of the apartment complex with an armful of paper bags.
>He knew the code by heart now, but his hands were filled with groceries. Lincoln had to awkwardly aim his nose at the buttons, and nudged at them until he heard the beep that confirmed a successful call.
>The dialtone screeched out of the speaker for several seconds before anyone responded. The female voice on the other end sounded tired and spoke between mumbles.
>”What time…uhh…who is it?” Leni asked groggily, Lincoln took a risk with the bag of berries and used his hand to hold the button to respond.
>”Leni, It’s Lincy. I’ve got your groceries, can you buzz me up?” He expected a nice squeal of surprise and excitement. What he got was a scream of fear and panic.
>”Give me a minute! I need to clean the place up!” Leni shouted into the intercom. Nothing but silence came through for a few seconds before the beep of the nearby door signalled for Lincoln to head into the complex.
>Lincoln shrugged his way through the doors, and tried to navigate his way to the elevator without bumping the bags into anything.
>Finally, he arrived in front of his sister’s front door. An elbow to the doorbell announced his presence in the hall.

>Lincoln was left standing at the door for a few minutes, before a familiar thumping forewarned him that his big sister was coming to the door.
>When Leni threw the door open, Lincoln saw her face was red and sweaty. She could barely greet her little brother between pained gasps for air.
>”Hi….Lincy….gimme a minute.” Leni tried her best to steady her breathing. Lincoln let his sister catch her breath, and eventually she let him into the apartment.
>He barely had a chance to enter the apartment and set the paper bags down on the kitchen counter, before Leni wrapped herself around him from behind in a warm embrace.
 >”Mmm…eww, you smell like sweat!” Leni complained, as she rubbed her cheek against his back, affectionately. Lincoln froze for a moment as he scrambled for an excuse.
>”I-I was busy all night. I’m sorry I forgot about getting your food.” Lincoln stammered, as his arms mechanically went through the paper bags and unloaded their various contents.
>”I got you the oxygenated strawberries and virginal salmon and that blue stuff…” The younger brother rattled off a list of all the food he had picked up, as Leni took a few more deep breaths of Lincoln’s scent.
>Finally, Leni detached from Lincoln and moved around him to the fridge. Lincoln handed his sister something and she would place it in the fridge.
>Lincoln could not help but take in Leni’s frame as the two of them performed the simple task, and he compared the current ‘Leni’ to the ‘Leni’ he had grown up with.
>The stress of post-secondary education and being away from her support network of family had taken a heavy toll on her, years ago. 
>Lynn had tried to push her to exercise. Lori had tried a cavalcade of “diet pills”. Lisa had offered surgeries, but in the end the only thing that had worked out for Leni was a change of diet. Unfortunately, while her waistline had slimmed down since moving to L.A, her self esteem was never quite as strong as it had been.
>Lincoln tried to push his big sister to get outside sometimes, and he hoped she wasn’t making stories up for him of little community club meetings or trips to the mall. Of all his sisters, the boy could never have expected Leni to be the one closest to becoming a shut-in.

>The little brother couldn’t help but notice his older sister using her thick frame to block vision of the fridge.
>Lincoln couldn’t afford to ignore such things, considering his dedication to helping Leni deal with her eating disorders.
>The young man had been using subterfuge for the sake of his family for years, so he was well versed in the art of distraction.
>”Leni, I think I left your melon hearts at the door, can you go check?” He asked, leaning against the counter and keeping his head in the paper bags. The thumping of her footsteps rushing past him was the signal he needed to slip towards the fridge, and open it up for a surprise inspection.
>When she returned to the kitchen empty handed, her heart sank as she saw Lincoln staring at her with a look of judgemental frustration.
>”Leni, I was behind by one night. Why are there three boxes of pizza in this fridge?!” Lincoln hissed, waving his hands to a trio of stacked delivery boxes. Leni’s eyes shot down to the floor and glued to the tops of her flip flops in shame.
>”I didn’t know when you were coming back, a-and I wanted leftovers…” Leni stammered, as Lincoln reached into the fridge to pick up and weight each box. All three of them felt like they weighed the same, so he threw the lids off to get a look at the contents.
>”You ate one half of three pizzas?! In one night? Why?” Lincoln was dumbfounded. He instantly regretted the harshness of his words, however, when he heard a choked sob accompany Leni’s explanation.
>”I wan-wan…there was a combo…WAAAAAHAHA!” Leni burst into tears as her knees gave out and she collapsed to the floor. 
>The thud of her weight hitting the ground made everything in the room shake a little, but Lincoln was quick to rush to her side for hugs and atonement.

>The two of them were apologizing to one another. Leni was sorry for her weakness, while Lincoln deeply regretted his choice of words. As the siblings hugged, Lincoln found himself sitting on the floor and leaning against the wall of the kitchen, as Leni clambered on top of him and pressed herself against him for comfort.
>Lincoln’s hand found itself gently stroking her long blonde hair, trying very hard to not think about the full, meaty breasts pressing against him.
>His hand running along her head did the trick, and slowly Leni's crying died down into pathetic sniffles and mewling.
>The heat and weight of Leni lying on top of him was threatening to suffocate the poor boy. He knew he had to say something to break this awkward silence between them.
>"Hey Leni, could I use your shower?" He asked, as he took his hand off her head and made weak attempts to stand back up.
>The older sister took the chance to nuzzle her cheek against his chest one last time before she shuffled off of her younger brother.
>"Go ahead. But can you make me lunch when you're done?" Leni's eyes brightened at the prospect of her brother's fried salmon steaks.

>Minutes later, Lincoln was in his sisters bathroom and washing last night's disgusting residue off of his body.
>Leni had to wait for the noise of the shower to drown out the sounds of the outside world for the young man, before making her move.
>As quietly as she could manage, Leni tiptoed through the hall of her apartment, and gingerly searched through the pile of clothes Lincoln had left outside the door before going into the shower.
>Her hands pulled their prize out of the pile: An odorous pair of off-white cotton briefs. Lincoln's underwear!
>Leni kept walking, balling the briefs into her fists on the off-chance someone would somehow catch her stealing the precious goods.
>She made her way back to the living room, and sat herself down on the worn sofa. Her legs were quick to spread as she brought the stained briefs up to her face, like she was about to receive communion from a white-haired god.
>One hand hiked the hem of her dress up to her waistline and dove between her thighs, as the other jammed the stinky fabric up to her nose as she huffed the stink of her brother's crotch.
>Leni's eyes rolled back as she jilled herself to the musky odour of Lincoln's underpants. It was not long before her drool-soaked tongue slipped out and took a few experimental licks of the deliciously sour cotton. Hungry for more, Leni pulled some of the fabric in between her lips and suckled on it to let the taste spread all over her mouth and down her throat.
>In her fantasy world, Lincoln was lying back in some bed or couch, looking bashful as Leni fellated his perfect member.
>She would keep her eyes trained on his cute, reddened face as his cock filled her mouth like no food ever could.
>Leni was getting closer and closer to orgasm as she imagined her nose bumping against Lincoln's uniquely silver pubic hair.
>However, while her nose, mouth and mind were running wild with erotic fantasies, her ears were keenly aware that the sound of running water had stopped.
>Leni snapped out of her fantasy and rushed in a panic, jumping up from the couch in frustration to run and scoop up Lincoln's clothes.
>Just as she stopped in front of the bathroom, the door opened.
>Lincoln was wearing nothing but a thin layer of water and a towel around his waist. Leni was flush from the exertion of fingerfucking herself, but the young man mistook her blush for embarrassment. He slammed the door shut with an apology, and an awkward silence grew between them before Lincoln spoke up again.

>"Are you going to throw that in the wash?" Lincoln inquired. He appreciated the nice gesture on his sisters part, but worried that she may not have thought things through.
>"Uhh...yeah! I've got some spare clothes you can borrow!" Leni blurted out, as her mouth ran before her brain could match it's pace. Rusted wheels in her mind began to spin as the prospect of a half-naked Lincoln traipsing about her apartment clouded her judgement.
>Lincoln wanted to ask why she had spare mens clothes, but the older sister had already rushed off to her bedroom.
>Leni bundled up her baby brothers clothes and tossed them under her bed. Once they were hidden away, she moved to her closet to pull out an inconspicuous plastic crate.
>Inside were various keepsakes that held value to her, but did not fit out in her apartment.
>Some such items were a pair of plain white mens briefs, polyester shorts and a plain t-shirt.
>All had been purchased years ago, and Leni hoped that Lincoln was still whatever size she assumed he was when they had move to California.
>Old fantasies jumped to the front of her mind. A goofy grin spread across Leni's face as she started to play out scenarios and conversations she had never thought would actually come up.
>Her daydreams were cut short for a second time that day, by a gentle knock at the threshold of her bedroom door.
>Leni spun around on her knees, mouth agape as she took in the full view of her freshly showered brother.
>"Hey, not to rush you but I'm starting to shiver over here..." Lincoln mumbled, as his eyes drifted across his big sisters room.
>Rabbit paintings, he could understand.
>Framed photos of bunnies, Lincoln had to agree were adorable.
>The giant rabbit face emblazoned on her window curtains seemed a bit tacky.
>From that point, Lincoln was noticing more and more rabbit-themed stuff in Leni's bedroom. Rabbit ears adorned the top of most of her furniture, and several stuffed bunnies sat alongside her bed pillows.

>Leni's enthusiasm and fantasy-fueled energy drained away as Lincoln intruded upon her bedroom. She had never had a guy in her bedroom before!
>As her brother stepped closer to her, Leni had to get back up. She wobbled a bit as she shot back onto her feet, and had to look away as she shoved a bundle of unworn, but dust-covered clothes into Lincoln's arms.
>"Can you change in the toilet please?!" Leni asked with a raised voice, and she doubley-cursed herself. Not just for shouting, but the poor choice of words.
>Lincoln was pulled from his rabbit-hunt, and accepted the clothes. He nodded at his sisters request before leaving her room. Leni stood stock still until she heard the bathroom door close, and then fell onto her bed.
>Her breathing was strained. Her heart-beats came like tiny explosions in her chest. Her mind was even more twisted up and foggy than usual.
>Having Lincoln over had never been such an ordeal before! She should be enjoying every minute of his company! What was going on?!
>Things were going so differently from her dreams! For years now, she had wanted Lincoln to get closer to her. Growing up sharing her bedroom with Lori had given Leni a strange case of separation anxiety, which had been the spark that started her downward slope in college.
>Leni couldn’t think of anything she wanted more than to have Lincoln within arms reach of her. But now he steps into her bedroom and suddenly she can’t look him in the eye?
>The poor girl could barely handle the conflicting emotions inside her, and groped blindly for something to latch onto.
>Her hands found a familiar form amongst the bedpillows, and Leni clutched it to her chest as a life-saver.

>”…Is that Bun-Bun?!” Lincoln’s voice echoed through the bedroom. Leni was frozen in shock as she felt the mattress shift under his weight. Lincoln took a seat at the foot of the bed, leaning his head closer to Leni’s as he inspected the familiar old doll.
>”It is! Why do you have Bun-Bun?” Lincoln’s eyes shifted from the doll to lock with his big sisters, but all Leni could do was shiver as she lost herself in his eyes.
>Lincoln sat there in silence for what felt like hours, waiting for some kind of response from his big sister. Why did she have clothes in his size? Why did she have her baby brothers stuffed toy and not something of her own? Was she going to blink anytime soon?
>The situation was getting more and more uncomfortable for the young man, to the point where it felt like the best thing to do would be leaving Leni to do her own thing.
>”Nevermind…I’ll go start on that salmon.” Lincoln mumbled, his eyes sadly shifting away from Leni’s face as he moved to hop off the bed.
>”Wait!” Leni screamed, lashing out with her arms and throwing her whole weight at Lincoln.

>Lincolns head banged against the rabbit-engraved headboard of Leni’s bed. He was about to groan about when he opened his eyes and saw Leni was utterly dominating his vision.
>She was blushing madly. Her lower lip was quivering. Straw-gold strands of hair scattered wildly around her face, creating a thin curtain as they fell around his own head.
>Lincoln could feel his own face going red, and he found himself thanking god that Leni was nowhere near his crotch right now. Memories of the previous night with Lori were starting to resurge in his mind.
>”Could you spend the night, sometime?!” Leni almost screamed into Lincoln’s face. The proposition knocked the wind out of the boys sails, and Leni was left waiting for a response.
>Uhm….sure?” Lincoln finally replied. Leni pulled back from him and sat up on the bed, sighing with relief.
>”Great! Lemme know when you’ve got a free night and I’ll setup a big spot in the living room with the tv and blankets and stuff.” Leni gabbed, outlining her idea of what “spending the night with someone” meant.
>It took Lincoln a minute to realize what he agreed to, but when he did the young man couldn’t help but burst out laughing.
>”Oh! A sleepover! Haha, yeah sure. Lemme check my agenda at the office and I’ll get back to you.” Lincoln responded, chuckling with mirth. It was Leni’s turn to be put off by her siblings actions. What was confusing about what she had said?
>Lincoln got up off the bed, laughing to himself as he wandered back to the kitchen to make his sister’s lunch.

>The sun was high in the sky when Lori finally made it back into the office.
>Handing away twenty grand was never an easy thing to do, but a little legal trouble wasn’t enough to stop the agency's busy schedule.
>The eldest sister was already doing mental gymnastics as she rode the elevator up, reciting a spiel in her head to feed Luna about the japan deal. Even if they were going to turn the offer down, she had a right to know that someone was interested in her.
>The lights in the office were still off when the elevator opened up. But as Lori walked into the foyer she saw signs that someone was here.
>A light jacket hung from a coat-rack by the lonely reception desk. Lori recognized it as something from Lola’s wardrobe, but the prima donna was nowhere in sight.
>Lori continued to walk deeper into the office, stepping lightly as her head swiveled from side to side.
>Her ears picked something up before her eyes did.
>The oldest sister zeroed in on a faint buzzing emanating from the bathroom. Lori tiptoed up to the bathroom door to press her ear to it, sickly curious at what was going on.
>The buzzing of a vibrator was irregularly punctuated by girly moans and squeaks. Growing up with as many siblings as a Loud does, Lori was well aware of the etiquette of how to react to catching a sister masturbating.
>Rather than walking away and pretending she didn’t hear anything, however, Lori kept her ear firmly pressed to the door and waited for Lola’s moaning to increase in intensity.
>It didn’t seem to take long for Lola to get close to orgasm. Lori felt a sick sense of satisfaction as she backed away from the bathroom door, raising her fist triumphantly before slamming it into the wood.
>Lola’s screams went from orgasmic to terrified in a heartbeat, overpowering the loud banging of Lori’s fist against the bathroom door.
>Lola’s screaming was quickly met with Lori’s laughter, as the big sister had to hold her sides together as she guffawed at her little sister’s fear.

>"WHAT IS YOUR FUCKING PROBLEM?!" Lola screamed as she threw the bathroom door open. Lori couldn't stop laughing as she saw her little sister standing in what she must have thought was a vision of fury. Unfortunately for Lola, having her panties danging around her knees took more than a little out of her intimidation factor.
>Lola's face was cherry red in shame and anger. Lori wiped a few tears from her eyes before standing up straight to match her baby sisters stance of aggression.
>"My problem is my clients doing stupid shit like this that could ruin their image. I don't care if the entire block was depopulated, you avoid public sex acts until you're retired. Got it?" Lori spoke sternly, a complete one-eighty from her jovial enjoyment of Lola's misfortune.
>Lola was still steaming with fury at her big sister. The fact that she was also her manager and giving her pretty important life advice was lost on the little hothead.
>The younger sister raised a fist against the older sister, but Lori's smirk remained on her as Lola battered Lori, shrieking as she let her anger out at her.
>Lori barely felt the blows, but the thought occurred to her that Lola had just been in court for this exact kind of outburst already. If she had any bad qualities that needed to be squelched, this was the first one on the list.

>Lola slammed her fists against her big sisters chest, until Lori decided enough was enough. The little dive yelped in surprise as Lori shot her hand out, and gripped her wrist tightly.
>”You should be thankful I wasn’t some asshole with a camera.” Lori hissed, making Lola shrink under her hold. The younger sister struggled in vain against Lori’s grip on her.
>”What the hell are you even doing here an-“ Lori was cut off by the familiar sound of her phone notifying her of a text.
>Lola was freed by her captor, without a second thought. The younger sister backed off from Lori defensively, as the big sister turned all of her attention to her phone.
>She hadn’t expected Lincoln to get in touch with her so soon after their steamy night together. 
>She also didn’t think the first thing he would say to her would be something so stupidly benign!
>”I’ve got a bunch of leftover pizza, want some?”
>Lori’s fingers skated across the surface of her phone in a quick response.
>”Sure, @ office. U coming?”
>”Yeah, omw.” Lori grinned stupidly at her phone, thinking about how many dating faux pas Lincoln had just committed.
>When was the last time a guy had tried to get together with her the day after a fuck as hard as theirs?
>”Oh! Lincoln’s coming over?” Lola piped up, making Lori jump in her shoes a little. The younger sister had sidled up alongside Lori and was staring at the phone screen, reading her text messages.
>”Hey! How about a little privacy?” Lori snapped, tucking her phone back into her pocket. Lola took a step back as a visage of bitterness spread across her otherwise beautiful face.
>”You don’t get to fucking talk to me about privacy, after this shit! Just wait till I tell Lincy what you did.” Lola crossed her arms as she threatened the woman overseeing her career. The younger sister had never been particularly good at picking her fights.
>”Oh, what? You’re gonna tell Lincoln you were jilling off in the company bathroom?” Lori sneered, causing Lola to blush as she realized the extent of what her threat had entailed.
>”Fine! Be that way!” The little diva shrieked, storming past Lori and making for the front door. Lori turned and followed her little sister as she huffed her way into a fashionable jacket.
>”Hey, come on. Wait for Lincoln to come and we’ll all go hang out somewhere.” Lori spoke calmly, trying to win Lola back over.
>The younger sister stopped, and thought about the offer for a few minutes.
>”Fine, let’s all head back to my place. Lana is probably hungry too.” The good twin resigned to spending the day with family. Lori and Lola locked the office up behind them and went back down to the street to wait for Lincoln to arrive.
>As the two sisters rode the elevator down to the ground floor, Lori pulled her phone out again.
>Showing her forward-thinking, The oldest Loud quickly edited Lincoln’s contact info on her phone, changing the name so that nobody looking over her shoulder would know who she’s texting.
>Since she had her phone out anyway, and now could get away with it…Lori felt a sick bravery swell inside her.
>”Hey, I hope u loved last night as much as I did.” Lori thumbed onto her phone, punctuating the message with a series of little hearts.
>She didn’t put her phone back in her pocket, and soon felt the little device vibrate in her hands.
>Lori couldn’t stop herself from smirking when she saw her brother-turned-boytoy’s response.
>”What did you mean about next time?”
>”You’ll see.” Lori ended the conversation with a winky face, as the sisters left the office building just as their brothers drone-cab was cruising down the street towards them.